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nursed in its recesses. The horses have to rest
at Bonneville before we reach the foot of it; and
the line, of its foundation first, and then of the
loftier Mont Vergy, must be followed for seven
or eight miles, without hope apparently of gain-
ing access to the inner mountain world, except
by foot-path.

A way is opened at last by the Arve, which^
rushing furiously through a cleft affording room
only for road and river, grants entrance, when
the strait is passed, to a valley without the like
of it among the Alps. In all other avenues of
approach to their central crests the torrents fall
steeply, and in places appear to be still cutting
their channels deeper, while their lateral cliffs
have evidently been in earlier time, at intervals,
connected, and rent or worn asunder by trace-
able violence or decay. But the valley of Cluse
is in reality a narrow plain between two chains
of mountains which have never been united, but
each independently* raised, shattered, and soft-
ened into their present forms; while the river,,
instead of deepening the ravine it descends, has
filled it to an unknown depth with beds of gla-
cial sand, increased annually, though insensibly,
by its wandering floods; but now practically
level, and for the most part tenable, with a little

* In the same ejfoch of time, however.    See Mr, Col-
lingwood's "Limestone Alps of Savoy." a brick.y, nearf the sail; the
